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l me, is yong George Stanley lining? 

Bar. He is my Lord, and fafe in Lefter Towne, 


But tell 

Bar He is my Lord, ana iare in xaym- i owik 
Whither ifitpkaie you, we may now withdraw vs 
Ktcb. What men of name ate flame ou either iidej 
Iohn BukeofNerfolkc, Walter Lord Ferris, fir Robert 
Brokenbury, and firWHdam Brandon. 

Rich. Enter their bodies, as become their births, 
proclaime a pardon to the fouldiers fled, 

That in iubmiflion will returne vs, 

' Ai\ d then as we haue tane the Sacrament, 

We will vnite the white rofe and the red. 

Smile hcaucavpon this faire conmnaion, 

That long hath frown’d vpon their enmme. 

What Traitor hcares me, and fay es i not Amen. 

WWhathlongbcene mad,and fcard her fclle, 

The brother blindly (bed the brothers blood. 

The father raflily flaughtered his owne fon. 

The fonne c ompeld,beene butcher to the fire, 

A\\ this diuided 7orhe and Lancaster, 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now IctRtchmondwd Elizabeth, 

The true fuccecders of each royallhouf , 

By Gods faire ordinance conibynetogether, 
Jndletthy KeireJ fGod .f they b<= 

Fnrich the time tocome with iroooth-fac t peace. 

With fmfling plentie,an<Haire proiperous dates. 

TXte the edge ofTraitors gracious Lord, •*.. 

areamcsofMoud, 

finis. 
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